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There's a knock at Johnny's door sometime during the night, possibly nearly 3am, an ungodly hour by anyone's 
standards. Johnny is ready to roll over and pretend like he didn't hear anything but there is another knock 
more urgent than the one before. Something could be wrong, why else would someone come to his room this 
late? So despite himself and his best efforts, Johnny kicks his blankets away and feels around lazily for the 
light switch, stumbling a little in the process. 


The harsh fluorescent light blinds him as quick as they come on, jarring his vision as he opens the door. For a 
moment he can't see who it is but someone is definitely there. The person doesn't say anything even as 


Johnny mumbles out incoherent acknowledgment. Johnny immediately regrets getting out of bed for this. 


Johnny is ready to cut his losses and just slam the door in this asshole's face but the hand to his chest stops 


him. Before Johnny can think of anything to do, he is being pushed gently backwards into his room. The door is 
shut soon after, giving Johnny's eyes enough time to adjust to the light of the situation he's found himself in. 
When he's finally able to see anything but blurs he rubs his eyes with the back of his hands and looks over 


towards the door. 
Oh, Christ. Johnny groans to himself when he sees who it is. Go-fuckin-figure. 


It was Sid Vicious in all his shirtless spiky head glory, grinning that to-die-for smile that masquerades the 
image of innocence when he's anything but. Johnny can see past all of his charisma and boyish demeanor, 
though. He knows what Sid Vicious is capable of doing both on and off stage. His infamy will go down as one of 
the worst or best punk icons in history. Johnny didn't know if he liked that much. 


Johnny was taken from his thoughts when the slender pale form shuffles its way across the room to push 
him down on the bed in a sitting position. The Ramone isn't sure why he's letting this man-boy push him down 
or why he isn’t absolutely flipping his shit at the moment, but despite his indifference to this particular human 
being he is captivated by him all the same. From the way his greasy hair stands up in conflicting directions all 


the way to his scarred abdomen. 


The Ramone is staring up at Sid from under his bangs, still a little groggy from being woken up in the middle 
of the night, trying to react but unable to. Lets just see where this goes.. Johnny knows it's a bad idea before 
he has the common sense to reject it altogether but there's an itch that makes Johnny want to scratch it. 
Johnny is both physically ill and enticed by Sid all in a single bound. He's disgusted but at the same time Johnny 
has an unconscious desire to destroy this pretty boy. Inch by inch. 


"You were supposed to be here four hours ago.." Johnny complains after a moment of Sid staring at him with 


a vacant expression. It started at the beginning of the tour and it sort've progressed into a casual thing. 


Sid says nothing as he hooks his thumbs in his tattered jeans so they dip down enough to reveal a small 
glimpse of his pelvis. He's playing innocent again or maybe just trying to be seductive, but Johnny is unfazed 
by his attempt to sway him. Johnny leans back on his hands, looking Sid up and down with a judging eye and 
he's pleased to say that it makes Sid squirm a little. Johnny's still pretty mad that he was woken up but it's 
about to be made up for. 


"Get on the bed," Johnny orders casually, unwavering. 


Sid doesn't take it as seriously as he should because he willfully ignores the request. No.. /ts not a request. 
Johnny's blood boils when Sid doesn't comply right away and this prompts him to stand up abruptly. Johnny 
closes the distance between him and Sid to grab the latter by the hair, pulling the dirty follicles roughly. Sid 
makes a distressed little whine at the pain but moans all the same as Johnny twists it slightly. 


"| wasn't asking. l'm telling you," Johnny growls lowly, yanking on Sid's head to bring him in close. Sid winces in a 


way that gets Johnny going and the Ramone knows it can only get better from here on in "Get. On. The. Bed." 


Johnny more or less drags Sid by his dirty hair and shoves him unceremoniously onto the bed so he doesn't 
have the chance to defy him again. Sid bounces a few times before he finally settles, looking up with 
exasperation but still undoubtedly giving consent for this little game of their's. Johnny knows Sid loves it when 
he's rough. The poor little bastard gets off on pain and humiliation. Johnny doesn't know what's worse, Sid 
wanting it or Johnny giving it to him. 


Sid barely has time to react to Johnny yanking his pants off in one swift motion and Sid figures he won't be 
too mad if they get ripped in the process. Johnny pulls away, tossing the tattered pants aside, and scoffs when 
he notices that Sid didn't even bother to put on any underwear. Not that it matters to Johnny either way. 
Johnny takes a step back from the foot of the bed to shed himself of his pajama bottoms and t-shirt. When 


he shakes his hair out of his face he can see just how turned on Sid already is. Johnny shakes his head. 


"| don't remember giving you permission to get hard," Johnny berates as if he's completely unimpressed. He 
hooks his index finger to motion Sid over and Sid complies by crawling on his hands and knee to the foot of the 
bed. Johnny fists his hand in Sid's hair once again. "You're a little slut, you know that?" 


Sid moans in response, twisting under Johnny's scrutiny and arching back so that his ass is in the air. He's like 
an animal that wants attention constantly and Johnny is just so generous that Sid is willing to do absolutely 
anything to please him. Sid knows Johnny likes to be in control because Sid loves being out of control. 


"You need to be taught a lesson don't you?" Johnny asks, knowing that Sid will agree either way regardless. 


"Yeah! Yeah!" Sid gushes quickly, trying to plead with Johnny. This outburst earns him a firm yank and he 


wiNces. 


"Did | say you could speak?" Johnny grunts harshly into Sid's ear, uncaring if he's being too rough. Sid tries his 
best to shake his head no and it's pitiful at best but Johnny gets the gist of it. He lets go of Sid's hair, getting 


impatient, and scoffs. "Turn around. And stay on your hands and knees." 


Sid does as he's told and waits patiently for Johnny to touch him again because he utterly needs the contact 
or he'll explode. Johnny gives him a little swat to his left cheek, making a small squeak escape between Sid's 
lips. As much as Sid loves being spanked he would rather have something quick and fast right now and he's 
sure Johnny would agree. 


Johnny grabs Sid's thighs and spreads his legs apart further, exposing the dirty man-boy in all his grungy 
glory. Johnny runs two fingers in between Sid's cheeks and is somewhat surprised to feel the wetness that's 
already there. Johnny presses his fingers in slightly, feeling the resistance of Sid's body give way easily, and 
Johnny is turned on by the fact that Sid came prepared. / should've ordered him to do this much earlier.. 


"Did you really open yourself up before you came, or are you just that loose?" Johnny inquires rhetorically, 
laughing harshly to humiliate Sid further. He pushes his fingers in further and twists them, making Sid whine 
his approval and getting more hot and bothered by the act alone. "You really want it don't you?" 


The Ramone spreads Sid's legs as far as they can go, knocking him down so that his rear end is level with 
Johnny's groin. Johnny puts his hands on Sid's shoulders and pulls him back slightly so that Sid somewhat 
resting solely on his knees and fingertips. He can feel Johnny press in close to him and the way his hard on 
nudges against his thigh achingly. One of Johnny's hands drops down to grab the base of his cock, lining himself 
up to get the show on the road, making Sid shiver with anticipation 


Johnny enters Sid in one smooth, yet painfully jagged, thrust that makes the dark haired boy mewl with 
content more than pain. Johnny's not surprised it doesn't hurt Sid, having thoroughly prepared himself ahead 
of time, and he wouldn't bat an eye if Sid sleeps around a lot either. He sinks fully into Sid so beautifully, 


showering in a wave of immense pleasure that makes his knees weak. 


One hand goes down to Sid's hip to pull him back while the one left on his shoulder pushes him down even 
harder onto John's cock. Johnny starts a rhythm of push, pull, and thrust when he's finally got his bearings. 
Sid humps himself back against Johnny as well, hoping to elicit a degrading response from the Ramone as he 


moans wantonly. 


"You just can't get enough," Johmy smirks, hanging his head down by one of Sid's ears. His hair falls down 
against Sid's shoulder blade, tickling the pale skin there. "You're practically begging for it, you little junkie 


whore." 

The man below him moans loudly, finding his niche in order to get off, and stiffening at the degrading word. 
John's lips curl to one side as he continues to drive his hips harder into Sid's. Sid bucks back, impaling himself 
on Johnny with reckless abandon, trying to get more of him inside. Sid can feel himself shake from over 
exertion and he fights with everything in him to stay upright. 

"Oh You like that don't you?" John questions, getting an evil idea. "Well?" 


"Yes!" Sid pants helplessly, gaining the permission to speak. His head bobbles and jerks with each thrust that he 
hardly notices the trance-like state he drifts off into. "I fucking love it” 


"What do you love exactly?" 

The hand on Sid's shoulder inches over towards his neck and curls securely around his throat, clutching the 
pale column of flesh to assert dominance. There's a sharp intake of breath and Sid freezes, assessing the 
situation through his lust-filled and muddled brain A part of him is worried but a bigger part of him is turned 
on, hoping that John might squeeze harder. 


"I lo--" Sid swallows reflexively when Johnny's hand tightens around his neck, cutting off his air supply for a 


moment. He makes a few skeptical noises that sound like choked up whimpers. "I love being you're whore" 
"You like being my little fuck toy?" 


"Fuck yeah! Oh god yes! Sid strains out trying to breath and speak coherently enough for Johnny's approval. 


"Please, use me...” 


Johnny grins triumphantly, loosening his grip on Sid's throat enough for him to breath but not perfectly. Sid 
gasps slightly, catching his breath as he tries to brace himself for the pounding Johnny is giving him. John's 
cock slides in and out of him with ease but the friction is still visible because Johnny knows the perfect way 
to grind against Sid's prostate almost painfully. 


They hump against each other in perfect unison, panting and grunting near animal-like noises and one has to 
wonder how no one in the adjacent rooms has complained about the noise yet. Sid pulled and bowed back against 
Johnny's chest, bringing the dark haired boy into an upright position that makes his whole body clench and 
strain. Sid's entrance clenches tightly around Johnny's cock in sinuous ways that leaves the Ramone nearly 
breathless. 


Its fair to say that both of them get carried away in the sense that Johnny grips Sid's throat harder than he 
means to and Sid hardly notices it. Sid believes for a moment that he's holding his breath to concentrate on 
the pleasure but his mouth is agape, waiting for his lungs to inflate. Sid makes a strangled little sound that 
goes unnoticed but he doesn't panic. The excitement and danger of the moment confuses him into believing he 


doesn't need air. 
"You're such an easy little whore," Johnny whispers with a grunt of satisfaction. "You disgust me." 


Sid blushes a deep crimson. Maybe it's from the humiliation or maybe it's from the lack of oxygen. Johnny 
thrusts sharply into his prostate, making Sid come hard against the blankets with a silent cry of completion 
It's the most intense orgasm he can remember having and it makes him so light-headed he thinks he might 
actually pass out. Johnny's thrusts become more frantic and the grip on Sid's hip is near bruising but in this 
moment of pure pleasure, he doesn't give a damn. 


They are both reduced to a primal state that neither of them are proud of but it matters much in the 
blinding white of release. Johnny's hips come to a slow before finally stopping altogether. Johnny is tired again 
and perhaps a little sick with himself, but what's done is done and nothing can take it back now. Johnny 
releases Sid and makes for his pajamas, figuring Sid will do the same, but instead Sid looks at him somewhat 
forlornly. Johnny cups the side of Sid's face almost tenderly and kisses the sickly pale boy on the lips. 


In the moments that follow after, Sid remembers to breathe. 
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He could here the splashing all the way from down the hallway and Joe wasn't certain where it was coming 
from until he reached his room. Joe slides the key into the lock, opening up his room door and entering briskly. 
The scattered rose petals on the ground really made Joe want to laugh and shake his head, but the scene 
before him clicked a split second too late and he sighed internally. 


Joe threw his jacket onto the mattress and followed the pitiful trail of petals leading to the bathroom that had 
probably been there for quite some time. The door was slightly ajar and Joe pushed it gently on its hinges. As 
soon as the door swung open freely the occupant of the bathtub sloshed around to face Joe and immediately 


began to whistle the chorus to Rule, Britannia. Joe was saluted with a soapy hand and a smug grin 

"Yes.. Ha, hal You're very funny," Joe greeted with sarcasm, blushing just a little by his own tardiness. 

Its what you deserve, you flaky bastard!" Jello retorts with an indignant scoff. He splashes himself with soapy 
water, churning out more bubbles in it's wake. "D'you have any idea how long I've been waiting? l'm glad | didn't 
decide to light any candles." 

"Would've been a nice touch.." Joe commented absently, mocking Jello further through playful banter. 

"Yeah, it would've been nice if you showed up on time!" 

"An Englishman is never late. He's shows up precisely when he means to." 

The bathroom itself was rather nice and spacious, not to mention the bathtub was big enough to fit two 
comfortably. One could only imagine what fun stuff could be achieved whilst "bathing" in there. Joe hadn't 
gotten the chance to try it out yet but he could see himself rather satisfied in the near future, what with 
Jello naked and soapy and splashing about as he just stood there like an idiot. If Joe had half a mind, he could 


be hopping in there right this second but the need to bicker with Jello was too tempting. 


"Yeah, yeah." Jello dismisses with a tiny splash as his hand drops back into the water lazily. "What was so 


important anyway?" 


"Well, | had to slip away from the rest of the lads, didn't 1? You know how it is," Joe tells him. 


It's not meant to sound like some lame excuse, because it's not, but there's no escaping that eventuality with 
Jello. When you're secret lover tells you to meet you back in your room immediately, you do just that. The 
truth is, Mick had been talking Joe's ear off and Joe just didn't have the heart to blow off his friend, but that 
didn't mean it was okay to make Jello wait either. Joe didn't know what obligation was more important to him 
personally, but it obviously must have been listening to Mick go on. He supposed that wasn't a bad thing.. 
Friends first and all. 


"While you were doing that |, myself, was getting nice and pruney. See?" Jello holds up his hands and sways 
around in the tub like a child, grinning abnormally wide and causing miniature tidal waves to crash against 
porcelain walls. He settles after a moment with the bubbles and water sloshing around him. "Now l'm too icky 


and gross for what | had planned." 


"Josh! Joe exclaims, walking over to sit on the rim of the tub. He dips a hand down into the water, swirling it 


around casually. "I think you're rather sexy all wet and bubbly." 


"That's easy to say from where you are." Jello remarks, inching up to where Joe is sitting. He sets his elbow 
on the rim, propping up his head with his soapy hand as he stares up at Joe. "How about we change that?" 


Jello wiggles his eyebrows suggestively, making Joe blush profusely. Joe stands up and begins to unbutton his 
shirt as fast as he can, dropping it to the floor when he shrugs it off his shoulders. He bends down to undo 
the laces of his boots, toeing them off one by one and kicking them aside. Joe had total disregard for his 
trousers as they were seemingly ripped off altogether along with his underwear. 


The cat calls immediately followed after when Joe was completely bare and he freely stretched out his arms 
to either side of himself to let Jello get an eye full as if to say, drink it in you cocky bastard Joe walked up 
towards the bath as Jello scooted back to make room for his lover, grinning like a maniac all the while. Jello 


had been waiting, and the suspense had nearly killed him, but now Joe was all his to play with and vice versa. 


Thankfully, the water was still pretty warm, suggesting that Jello may have changed it periodically. It would 
also explain why the bubbles seemed fresh. Joe stepped in and began to lower himself slowly into the vast 
ocean of water and bubbles. A content sigh escaped his lungs as the warm water swallows up all the tension 
and knots beneath his skin. Joe shivers as his body adjusts to the soothing temperature. The feeling of a warm 
bath after a long day could never be beat especially when you have someone like Jello to share it with. This is 
exactly what he needed right now. 


Jello wades up to Joe, handing him a washcloth and turning around so that the expanse of his back his exposed 
to him. Joe smiles, feeling giddy like a teenager all over again, and gets the bar of soap to lather up the cloth 
liberally. He splashes Jello's back playfully, making the other man chuckle a little, before he smooths the sudsy 
cloth down Jello's back. A trial of tiny bubbles are left in its wake and wiped away again when Joe starts an up 
and down motion to scrub the point between Jello's shoulder blades all the way down to the small of his back 


which is obscured by the soapy bath water. 


"You're so sexy," Joe whispers, stopping to kiss one of Jello's shoulders and running his tongue up the side of 


his lover's neck to lick the droplets of water off. 


"You say that now, but will you still think I'm sexy when l'm old and grey?" Jello questions with disbelief. He 


leans back against Joe's chest when the latter wraps his arms around to scrub his chest and abdomen. 


"All of that's centuries away, love," Joe murmurs, rubbing the wash cloth and his hands gently over Jello until 


they disappear underneath the water. "We ‘ave plenty of time ‘fore we cross that bridge." 
"You brits always have such an elegant way of dodging questions don't you?" 
"Shh." Joe hums into Jello's ear. 


Joe's hands rake down further under the water to brush against the soft skin of his lover's waistline, 
discarding the wash cloth altogether to touch and squeeze more prominent areas. There's still a tension left in 
Jello to argue with Joe over the matter, but he guesses Joe is right. That stuff isn't so important right now, 


especially when Joe's hands are persistent to touch every inch of him. 


Instead of starting a pointless fight, Jello slips around in the tub to face Joe once again and splashes him 
teasingly. Joe shields his face with his hand while the other splashes back, giggling fondly as they declare a 
water fight against each other. Jello takes it up a notch when he scoops up a handful of suds to mash them in 
Joe's face, blinding him momentarily and painting him with bubbles. 


Joe coughs a little when some of the bubbles get into his mouth and it makes Jello giggle more intensely, 
giving Joe enough time to catch him off guard. Joe grabs him by the wrists, incapacitating Jello long enough to 
gain the upper hand. They wrestle and slosh around, causing waves of bubbles and water to splash out of the 
tub. Both men are uncaring of the mess or the potential damage to their clothing because the wrestling 


continues until it slows down to breathless chuckles and longing gazes. 


They're much more wet and closer now, nearly just a breath away from each other. Their chests are 
smeared with an uneven amount of bubbles and the water caught in their hair collects and drips down their 
faces. Both of them gauge the paths each drop takes, following them intently before the need to jump one 
another builds up to an all time high. 


Joe isn't sure who breaks first but it doesn't really matter when he has his tongue halfway down Jello's 
throat and his hands drifting down to cup Jello's ass under the water. Jello arched up into Joe's contact, 
grappling with him to control the kiss and intensify the passion. They usually fought for control until one of 
them gives in but sometimes Joe plays dirty just so he won't have to bottom. So when Joe's hand ventures 
down a little further to explore more thoroughly, it doesn't really surprise Jello all that much when he feels 


Joe casually slip a finger inside of him. 


"That's cheating," Jello says frankly, groaning and squirming in the process, but he knows Joe can see past his 


false anger. 


"You love it," Joe teases, rubbing the tip of his nose against Jello's. "You love ‘aving me inside you." 


As weird as it may sound, things between them were never really hard It wasn't as if they were opposed to 
getting a little rough once in a while, they just took things at a more gentle and pleasant pace. A pace that 
both of them could enjoy. They were far from being vanilla or boring when it came to sex, they were actually 


pretty adventurous, Jello and Joe were just more into the passion and meaning of their particular relationship. 


Jello gasps as soon as Joe pulls his finger out, replacing the one with two instead to open up his lover gently. 
Joe kisses Jello to muffle the pleased little moans escaping his throat from the welcomed stimulation. Joe's 
other hand goes down to grasp the other man's already half-hard cock to stroke him in time with the 
thrusting of his fingers. It doesn't take very long until Jello is at attention and curling himself further into the 
stimulation Joe is dishing out just for him. 


Jello wraps his arms around Joe's neck and spreads his legs wider underneath the bubbles. Joe twists both of 
his hands in unison, finding the right angle and tempo in order to loosen up Jello comfortably as well as quickly. 
Its not like it's Jello's first time or anything, but treating your lover with care builds trust better and gets 


things moving along much faster for more fun things. 


Joe pulls his fingers out but the hand around Jello's cock keeps the same steady rhythm to keep him 
stimulated. Joe scoots up to Jello closer as the other man weightlessly climbs into his lap, pushing and bending 
the water around them as it swirls behind Jello in tiny whirlpools. Joe lets go of his lover's cock so that they 


can rub up against each other with slippery ease. 
"Okay, okay." Jello pants after a moment of humping against Joe. "Just fuck me already!" 


"You're so romantic and have such a way with words, d'ya know that?" Joe comments sarcastically but he 


knows he's a damn hypocrite because he wants nothing more than to do just that. 


He grabs Jello by his hips and tilts them upward, lifting him up with ease as the water negates his weight. 
Jello drops a hand down into the water to grip Joe's cock firmly, helping to aim him in the right direction so 
there's no inappropriate or uncomfortable nudging. Jello can feel the tip of Joe's cock bump against his 


perineum a few times until he finally finds the right angle to nudge him against his entrance. 


There is a brief moment of consideration but that's all it is, brief, before Jello sinks down fully onto Joe until 
their thighs are touching. Jello lets out a strangled cry of completion, relishing in both the pain and the 
pleasure of being breached. Jello would be lying if he said he didn't like bottoming more, but he couldn't let Joe 
find that out lest he exploit it to use against him. 


Joe's head falls forward so that his forehead rests on one of Jello's shoulders, biting his own lip as he sighs 
with content at the feeling of his cock enveloped in tight heat. The thought and act alone was nearly enough to 
finish Joe off right then and there. Joe picked Jello up by his hips to lift him off only to drop him back down, 
causing a pleasant outburst to emerge from the other man. Joe began to thrust in and out of Jello's tight 


entrance in long strokes. 


Joe continued to use this rhythm to his advantage, helping himself and Jello to get off on the intimate contact 
by angling his cock perfectly inside his lover. Water isn't particularly the best liquid to make smooth friction, 
and some thrusts inward hurt Jello, but its as gentle as it will get. Jello holds onto to Joe as he rides his lap 
steadily, making water splash around them and sometimes onto the tiled floor when they both get carried 
away. The water has gotten considerably colder and every time it sloshes against Joe it makes him shiver. But 
the heat being generated between their love making is enough to distract him if only for a moment. 


Jello cups Joe's face to make him look up into his eyes just before kissing him chastely, caressing Joe's 
cheekbones with the pads of his thumbs. Its a tender moment neither of them really notice but there are 
many more just like this awaiting them in the future that it doesn't matter if they miss it. They move against 
each other, trusting and knowing everything their lover will do before it happens. The way Jello will hitch his 
body up just slightly when he gets on edge or how Joe's breathing will even out when he's trying to contain 
himself. These little things are what keeps them in tune with one another, enabling them to react accordingly 
at just the right cues. 


Each time Jello works himself up and down Joe's cock he rubs himself between both of their bodies, hoping to 
cause enough slippery friction to get off, and he does. It's not pleasantly smooth but Jello strives off the 
almost jagged friction they're making underneath the water. It soon causes the bath water to splash around 
them once again when they pick up the pace only slightly. Joe moans loudly into his ear, sending Jello over the 
edge as he tries to keep up the wonderful grating to reach his orgasm completely. 


Jello shakes against Joe, kissing him more firmly and whimpering into his mouth as he rides out his climax. 

Jello's whole body tenses from the immense pleasure forging his entrance to constrict painfully tight around 
Joe's cock. Joe parts from Jello, mostly to breathe, and let's go of himself as he swells and comes inside his 
lover with a soft groan. Joe fights back everything to keep himself from making embarrassing noise that he 


knows Jello would laugh at later for. 


The bubbles that had been there before have dissipated into the now lukewarm water, settling around and 
between them as both men catch their breath. They share one more kiss before they both decide its time to 
get out and dry off. Neither really care if they got clean or not and to be honest they feel dirtier getting out 
then they did climbing in I+ also didn't really help that they almost broke their necks from slipping on the wet 
tile floor either. But soon they'd be wrapped up in warm blankets and sheets, sighing contently in each other's 


arms. 


"Are we ever gonna tell anyone?" Jello asks later when they're both in bed together. Jello stares off into the 


darkness where he assumes Joe's face is. 


‘Its nobody's business but our own," Joe mumbles tiredly into the side of Jello's face. They both seem content 


enough with that answer to never ask it again in the near future. 


"| was serious earlier,” Jello adds a few seconds later, sounding almost forlorn. "When | asked if you'd still think 


l'm sexy when l'm older." 


‘OF course | will," Joe replies softly, pulling Jello into his arms more securely. He rests his chin on top of Jello's 


head and closes his eyes. "Who knows? | might even still love you." 


There is a hint of a smile in Joe's voice, not a mocking sort of smile but a giddy and light-hearted smile like he 
genuinely hopes for it. Jello's heart skips a beat at the subtle confession that Joe doesn't even realize he's 
admitted to but it makes him feel all the more safe and secure in Joe's loving warm arms. Jello closes his 
eyes and burrows further into the man he mutually loves dearly, melting under the way Joe presses a kiss 


into his hair. 


"Likewise." 


